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was in their own language, and the islanders first looked at him,
then stared at one another, and all at once burst out into a genial
laugh. It was a stranger, and as a stranger they gave it welcome.
Many a quibble of their own growth, we doubt not, has since
sprung from that well-timed exotic. Where puns flourish, there
must be no inconsiderable advance in civilization. The same good
results we are willing to augur from this dawn of refinement at
Sydney. They were beginning to have something like a theatrical
establishment there, which we are sorry to hear has been suppressed ;
for we are of opinion with those who think that a taste for such
kind of entertainments is one remove at least from profligacy,
and that Shakspeare and Gay may be as safe teachers of morality as
the ordinary treatises which assume to instil that science. We have
seen one of their play bills (while the thing was permitted to last)
and were affected by it in no ordinary degree; particularly in the
omission of the titles of honour, which in this country are con-
descendingly conceded to the players. In their Dramatis Personae
Jobson was played by Smith; Lady Loverule, Jones; Nell^ Wil-
kinson : Gentlemen and Lady Performers alike curtailed of their
fair proportions. With a little patronage, we prophecy, that in a
very few years the histrionic establishment of Sydney would have
risen in respectability; and the humble performers would, by tacit
leave, or open permission, have been allowed to use the same en-
couraging affixes to their names, which dignify their prouder
brethren and sisters in the mother country. What a moral ad-
vancement, what a lift in the scale, to a Braham or a Stephens of
New South Wales, to write themselves Mr. and Miss! The King
here has it not in his power to do so much for a Commoner, no, not
though he dub him a Duke.

The " First Fruits " consist of two poems. The first celebrates
the plant epacris grandiflora; but we are no botanists, and
perhaps there is too much matter mixed up in it from the Mid-
summer Night's Dream, to please some readers. The thefts are
indeed so open and palpable, that we almost recur to our first
surmise, that the author must be some unfortunate wight, sent on
his travels for plagiarisms of a more serious complexion. But the
old matter and the new blend kindly together; and must, we hope,
have proved right acceptable to more than one

-Among the Fair

Of that young land of Shakspeare's tongue.

We select for our readers the second poem; and are mistaken, if
It does not relish of the graceful hyperboles of our elder writers.
We can conceive it to have been written by Andrew Marvel, sup-
posing him to have been banished to Botany Bay, as he did, we